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Chapter One 


A single red rose was laid on the headstone, dusted with a fresh winter snow. The winter wind was cruel, 
freezing his tears disguised by his aviator sunglasses. In that moment, he felt that God had pulled the rug out 
from under him, and that he didn't deserve to be loved ever again. 


He thought back to the moment Laurie asked him for a divorce. She knew he had changed since she came back 
from filming in Toronto, and moving to the Hamptons. Her intuition suspected something was amiss, but in the 


end chalked it up to both of their grueling schedules, and the significant age difference. 


It didn't hurt as much, he figured, it happened three times before. Now he was free to spend the rest of his 
days with Evelyn. The only woman he felt loved him for everything he was. The one who didn't care about the 


money, the fame, or living up to the outdated masculine protector role. 


He heard footsteps behind him. It was Cheryl, Evelyn's best friend. 


" You're more than welcome anytime to have dinner with Richard and |. Our door is always open". 


It was still so fresh and raw for him. The pain. The loss. The numbness. 


" Thank you Cheryl. | think I'll be ok. I'm meeting Jack in the city for dinner tomorrow, he doesn't have to go 
back to university until Monday". 


" That's great, Roger, you should get out more." 


Because that's what Evelyn wouldve wanted for you And Evelyn would want you to still write music. And spend 
time with your children, your grandchildren, and her granddaughter. 


Roger knew all of these statements to be true, but every morning he woke up, he was in grief paralysis. He 
tried journalingHe continued to see his therapistHe tried playing the I2 string acoustic guitar. But the music 


wouldn't come. Only the heartache that swelled inside of him, time and time again. 


He bent down, and brushed the snow flurries off of the headstone. He was never in denial that she had gone, 


but the name and dates were indeed a cruel slap in the face. 


Evelyn Halstead Waters. April Oth IPl-August 30 204 Beloved Wife, Mother, and Grandmother. Cherished 


forever and always 


He rubbed his hands vigorously due to the cold. He thought he'd be used to the New York winters by now. 


" They're getting ready to close the gate" Cheryl gently reminded him. 


Just then, a red cardinal landed on the headstone's edge. 


Roger adjusted his reading glasses, trying to discern the video feature of the iPad. It was Harry who had 
suggested it. 


" Dad, maybe it's easier to talk about her, or to her, if you like, than actually writing a letter. Just make sure 


you don't accidentally upload it to social media’. 


At first, Roger balked at the idea, but then knew Harry had a point. It was worth a try. Anything was better 


than the writer's block he was experiencing. 


It was also refreshing in a way because he didn't feel like he had to be the persona most people knew-well, 
thought they knew. He could be Georgie, the widower, dealing with the pain and anguish of losing his beautiful 
wife on the heels of the COVID I9 pandemic. 


How's that for a bloody concept album? 


He pressed the video application, and the timer began. He cleared his throat incessantly. 


" Oh fucking hell, | can't even speak, for fuck's sake". 


The | Pad slipped out of Roger's hands, and landed supine on the table. The lock screen showed the photo of his 
wedding day with Evelyn. They were both beaming, as that had taken years to become a reality. 


Evelyn also knew how to calm Roger down when he was angry, or give it right back to him when he needed it. 
She also understood the importance of family, and of living life to the fullest. 


He couldn't wait to go to sleep, so he would see her again in his dreams. But sleep was very fleeting, as the 


rumination would begin its vicious cycle. 


Something in Roger told him to try it again. He took a deep breath. He wasn't ready to look at his own face in 
the reflective camera, but he could at least record his voice. Like he was having a conversation. And while he 
was a self-proclaimed atheist in his younger days, his views on spirituality and the afterlife had started to 


change just before he rekindled his romance with Evelyn. 


" Shame is a terrible motivator" he began. A faint smile began to emerge. He was tapping in, and he had Harry 


and Evelyn to thank. 


Roger became increasingly comfortable with the video journals. Part of that was also due to the lockdowns 
going on globally. For a while, it was the only way he could communicate with his children, with Lauren (Evelyn's 


Daughter), and his grandchildren. 


What bloody choice do | have? Hl have to get on with it 


He sat on the front patio and sipped his coffee. The sunrise looked particularly magical that morning. Then he 
remembered it would have been Evelyn's birthday. He wasn't able to go to the cemetery to make sure there 


were flowers. Sterling roses were her favorite. 


Roger called Lauren on Face Time. 


To his even bigger delight, Zelda, Lauren's four year old daughter, came onto the screen. 


" Poppy,” she squealed, excitedly. Roger smiled. 


" Hi Zels, | miss you. What did you have for breakfast this morning?" 


" Blueberry Pancakes. But | dropped one, and Battle ate it ( the dog). And then mommy let me watch Peppa Pig’. 


" That sounds like a great day. ls your mum there?" 


" Yes, Poppy. And you say mommy like Peppa Pig does.” 


" That's right, Zelda’ Lauren added. " She's from England, like Poppy is". Zelda's eyes opened in amazement, as 
Lauren lifted the phone up to her face. 


" Lauren, how are you?" Roger was trying his hardest to hold back tears. It was less about being vulnerable 
around his stepdaughter, and more about holding it together so she wouldn't get upset around the little one. 


"Im sad, I'll be honest. | miss mom, and I've been busy working on some estate planning for my clients. That's 
the only good thing about this pandemic is working from home. | can be with Zelda more often. | also talked to 
India yesterday after dinner, she was telling me it's even worse over there with everything that's happening". 


" Yes, she did mention that to me as well. | have to admit in all my years on this planet, I've not seen anything 


on a scale such as this. Jack is now at home with his mum, doing virtual coursework." 


Roger's attention was then distracted by an unfamiliar vehicle pulling up the driveway. He was curious as to 


who would arrive unannounced. 


The car parked, and a younger blonde woman, probably in her 40s, emerged. She was frantically pacing around 


the car, checking the tires. 


Roger then recognized the woman. It was Evelyn's hospice nurse, Tara. She looked like she had been crying, and 
probably not sleeping well. Normally, he would find this type of scenario intrusive. 


" Lauren, I'm sorry, | have to go. Tara is here for some reason’. Roger placed the phone in his back jeans 


pocket, and headed down to the driveway. 


"Mr Waters, | am so sorry pulling in your driveway like this. I'm heading to a patient's house down the road, 


and my tire pressure warning light just came on. | hope | didn't run over a nail". 


Tara reached into the glove box, and retrieved a pressure gage. 


" Sometimes that happens when the weather gets too cold as well" Roger offered. 


As Tara was checking her tire pressure, she attempted to make polite conversation. 


"Im really sorry about your wife. She seemed like a great lady." 


Roger was brought back to the moment she died. He heard Lauren's and Cheryl's wails, and could feel his chest 
constricting as he left the bedroom. He couldn't even make eye contact with Tara as she fetched for Richard 
(Cheryl's husband, a doctor) to have the time of death pronounced. Even though he knew she was dying, 
nothing prepared him at all for the actual moment it happened. He even briefly entertained the notion that 
maybe he was right all along for believing there was no God. 


Because why would God let me find my true love again after all these years, and take her away from me, and 


her daughter, and Zelda That isn't fucking godly, is it? 


He pulled up the name India on the iPhone. He could barely see her phone number. 


" Dad? Did she-?". 


" Yes". Roger struggled uttering that very response. 


India sriffled a bit. Her heart broke hearing her father's break. She was trying to stay strong for him. 


" l'm so sorry. I'll call Harry and Jack, and tell them. Please call me if you need me. | love you, Dad". 


Roger's eyes fell upon one of the hydrangea bushes lining the driveway. He wanted to take an axe to it, and rip 
it apart. For someone who always portrayed themselves as sensible, and collected, the rage in him gargled in 


the pit of his stomach. He hadn't felt like this in a long time. 


His personal assistant also texted him, expressing his condolences, and asked when they were to announce the 


death on Twitter and Facebook. 


This was the side of fame Roger despised. He had to share the loss of his wife with the world, when all he 
wanted to do was hide in a dark room with a glass of scotch. His fans could sympathize, but not truly 
understand what this was doing to his psycheHe mourned the loss of his father, Syd's mental breakdown, and 
the dissolution of his prior marriages in his lyrics. Their universal appeal could help Roger hide his pain within 


its cloaking. This time though, it didn't work. 


Thankfully, his train of thought was interrupted. 


"You were right" Tara said." The gauges are fine. Sorry | had to come see you like this. Thanks again. Hopefully 


I'll see you soon". 


Roger waved somewhat absently at Tara as she turned the car around, and exited the driveway. 


Just strange that she remembered the house. Im sure she has many patients she attends to. But why this one? 


He looked out at the unruly sea It was menacing, and seemed to show no mercy. The waves careened into the 


jetty with all of their might. It felt like the vengeful God that Roger learned about in his school days. 


He sighed, and headed towards to shoreline to take a much-needed walk. Something about the Atlantic Ocean 
had a magnetic pull on him. He understood why Evelyn loved the Hamptons the way that she did. 


He walked two doors down to where her childhood summer home had been. The cedar siding was replaced by 


non-descriptive, gray-colored concrete. The owners’ Tesla was parked in the driveway. 


Probably some tech exec and his nuclear family unit, with appliances that turn themselves on with a voice 
command. Im sure they bought that car with Bitcoin residuals, and have a flat in Williamsburg They probably don't 


even eat the seafood here, because theyre bloody vegans. 


The sea continued to churn, and Roger noticed the dark clouds starting to move in. A storm would soon be 


approaching. A group of seagulls screeched overhead, in a perfect circle. 


What is it with the bloody birds? Why do | keep seeing them everywhere | go? 


He walked back towards his home at a hurried pace. He was not interested in getting caught in a downpour. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter discusses narcissistic abuse, namely, for the main female character, Tara McNally. 


Chapter 2 


Tara had just returned home from another long night of work. Now that she was raising her nine year old son, 


Seamus, by herself, she took various home hospice jobs. The hospital rotation was just too many hours away 


from him. She also shuddered when she thought of the last week she worked there. 


She finally told Michael she wanted a divorce. For years, she had dealt with his verbal abuse. It was now 
escalating into physical manifestations. Her best friend had told her to look into narcissism, and sent her a 
bunch of links on the subject. She devoured each video that was recommended, even the ones not in the You 
Tube algorithm. There was finally an explanation as to why Mike acted the way he did, and why she felt it took 


her so long to leave him. 


" | will ruin you" he screamed. " The lawyers wil make sure | get everything, and you'll get nothing, I'll even 


take Seamus from you. How dare you!" 


Tara did not express any emotion. She took the advice of the experts, and practiced what they referred to as 


" Gray Rock". She remained silent, as Mike's face contorted into every frightening expression imaginable. 


That wasn't the worst of it. What really made Tara feel defeated was the fact that her family and friends 
sided with her estranged husband. He went on and on about her dependency on sleeping pills. The only reason 
why she even took them was to block him out. She also attempted to tell her family about his numerous 


infidelities. They didn't care to listen. 


So Tara was alone, with her son, in a two bedroom apartment somewhere in Long Island She told her attorney 
under no circumstances was he to get her address. All correspondence had to be through the law firm, and 


reference the firm's address. 


There was a part of her that didn't care for being a private hospice nurse for the rich, but it helped her 
start to gain a sense of independence along the way. She could set her own hours, as opposed to the constant 


4 day/I2 hour shifts at the hospital. 


It was also during this time she began work for a woman in her 60s in East Hampton, suffering from ALS. Her 
family was extremely supportive, and Tara also remembered the woman's husband. He was foreign, was tall, 
and had a somewhat disheveled hair style. He also liked drinking coffee, and would play John Coltrane or Miles 
Davis in the background while his ailing wife slept. Other times, he played a acoustic guitar by her bedside. 


Tara would see in her patient's eyes how much she still loved her husband, even though she could not speak, 
or move her body at all. Her eyes were still so bright, despite her body degenerating. She secretly wished she 


could find someone as they cared for one another. 


She also remembered the numerous photographs lining the walls. Her patient was a photographer. Tara was 


drawn to the emotive qualities in the pictures. She also dabbled in art media, but through painting and drawing. 


Before Mrs Waters was ravaged by the atrophy of her body from her medical condition, she complimented 


Tara on her artwork, as well as her care. 


"lm going to speak as much as | can before | can't anymore" she told Tara, laughing. "Roger is a quieter 
person, but he understands. | don't ask him for much. Do you know he is my second husband? My first 
husband died before | reconnected with him after 32 years. Roger is better at telling the story than | am. 
Maybe one day, he will". 


Tara marveled at her strength, and she very rarely complained. There was one instance, though, where Tara 


was helping Mrs Waters out of bed, to go use the bathroom. She slipped, and fell on the floor. 


Roger heard the noise. He hurried down the hallway. He looked like he had not slept in a few days. 


"Did you drop her? She could have hit her head. What were you thinking? You must be really fucking daft!" 


Roger braced his arm under his wife to stand her upright, and helped her into the bathroom. 


Tara knew that tone all too well. She left the room, and waited by the other side of the doorway to the 


bedroom. She felt her heart begin to race, and her palms became clammy. 


‘I'm sorry, darling". Roger said, helping Evelyn back into the bed. He also grabbed a tissue and wiped her face. 
She had tears running down her face, but could not make a sound. At this point, she could also no longer speak, 
or dress herself. The disease had progressed very rapidly by then." | just don't want anyone to hurt you. I'll 
be right back, okay?" 


" You're not making this any easier" Roger grumbled, setting his anguished gaze at Tara as he crossed the 


threshold. 


"Mr Waters, l'm sorry, iT was an accident. It won't happen again 


"For your sake, it had better not. If | could do this by myself, | would. Lauren and | can only do so much. | 


can't sleep as it is, let alone worry about if the nurse can do her job, or the fucking doctors for that matter.” 


Tara tried to placate Roger in the most professional way she could. She was back to Nurse Tara now, not 


Tara, narcissistic abuse survivor experiencing a bout of severe PTSD. 


" | will talk to Dr Cohen about the pain medication. | did mention it to him the other day. Get some rest, I'll take 


it from here." 


But Roger couldn't sleep. What if Evelyn died while he was taking a nap? What if she fell again while he wasn't 
at home, and broke a bone? And what about the time Dr Cohen had a mishap with her feeding tube? 


Tara sensed his anxiety. " If anything does happen, | will absolutely wake you up". 


She was contemplating why she decided to pull into the Waters' driveway yesterday to check on her tires. She 
could have theoretically made it to her patient's house at the end of the road. But with Mike's tactics as of 
late with the attorneys in the divorce proceedings, she feared he'd get someone to tamper with her car. It 
was becoming evident that he would stop at nothing to teach her a lesson for leaving him behind, and taking 


Seamus. 


Seamus walked into the kitchen to grab some cereal for breakfast. He had a half an hour before he had to log 
into the laptop for school. He was in fourth grade. He was also having a hard time adjusting to the pandemic. 
School, and the friends he made there, were an a outlet for dealing with the feelings of his asshole father. The 


drums were also a great release for his frustration 


" How'd you sleep, Shay?". Tara giggled slightly as the mop of red hair on her son's head took on a life of its 


own. 


"Ok. Jason wanted to play Fortnight last night, but I'm not really into it anymore. It's kind of stupid. | want my 
drum kit, but | know Dad won't let me get it. He's such a dick!" 


"Shay, don't call your father a dick, even if he does act like one. You can curse all you want once you can pay 
some of the bills around here. But for now, you're nine, whether you want to be, or not". Tara was trying not 


to laugh while correcting her son. He might have been only rine, but he was right. 


Seamus didn't just love his mom, he liked her too. He hated the fact that his dad was so nasty to her. There 
were a lot more things he witnessed regarding the abuse, but wouldn't mention to his mom. He already knew 


she worked hard every day, and felt some of the rich bozos dismissed her like his dad did. 


"Mom, you don't have to wake me up any more for school. You look tired Why don't you go to bed?" 


" You're right, | should" Tara said. She also shook her head upon the realization that her voice of reason right 
now was her son. He was the main reason why she left Mike. She also did not want her son to become the 


type of man to act like his father, nor attract people just like his father when he got older. 


Tara went into the bedroom to lie down. She figured she would cruise on her phone for a bit before shutting 


her eyes. In the "recommended" section of You Tube, was the song "Hey You", by Pink Floyd. 


She listened to the song, and the lyrics completely resonated with the isolation she was currently feeling. She 
tended to listen to more contemporary fare, or 10s and 80s R € B, like her mom listened to in her childhood. 


The music was very haunting, but she couldn't turn it off. It was like something was unlocked in her soul. 


Then the description section caught her eye."Lyrics by Roger Waters". 


"Holy shit" she whispered to herself. 


Was this a synchronicity? Or a coincidence? 


Harry had decided to take full advantage of the new virtual landscape that emerged during the pandemic. He 
set up the cameras to record in his home studio. He was hoping his dad would join him for a remote jam 
session Granted, they couldn't tour at the moment, but why stop practicing? 


He talked to his sister India about every other day. They were both worried about Roger's depression since 
their stepmother's death. The last time they had seen him this despondent was when their mother left him 


years ago. 


Evelyn was different. They liked her as much as their own mother. She wasn't pretentious and self-absorbed, 
like Priscilla, or way too young and flighty, like Laurie was. They knew she wanted their dad for who he was, 


and didn't need him for financial support. There was a big difference between want and need. 


They also saw how happy their dad was, being around her. But then almost 2 years ago, his world came 


crashing down. 

He was in London, for a charity event. Evelyn went with him, but didn't seem like herself. Her designer dress 
looked too big, although she went to numerous fittings two months earlier. 

She also became agitated with him when he would try to help her with Zelda, and took over the cooking. She 


avoided talking to Cheryl and Lauren on the phone, and stopped wanting to go out. 


She also began to become forgetful, and was dropping things around the house. When Evelyn crashed the front 
of her car into the mailbox, Roger knew something was seriously wrong. He contacted a neurology specialist in 


Manhattan, and got the diagnosis. 


Harry remembered the phone call. 


" Dad?" 


Roger sighed wearily. Harry began to get the feeling he would get some grim news. 


"Harry, it's not good, I'm afraid’. 


India was playing an after-dinner board game with her nephew and niece. Harry waived wildly to her to stand 
next to him. He placed the phone at his side. 


"Its Dad, Indie. You might want to get on this call. Come with me into the living room". 


" Dad, I'm here too" India added. "Is it Evelyn? | know she hasn't been feeling well the past two months". 


"Are the kids in the other room?" Roger queried. 


"Yes", they both answered. 


" We went to go see Dr Cohen last week, and got the phone call earlier this morningHe said Evelyn has ALS. I'm 


sitting in the driveway in my car. | don't need to upset her any more than she already is". 


India covered her mouth, and attempted to hide the apparent shock. Harry's stomach began to tighten, knowing 
the arduous road their father would be facing as the disease progressed. Luckily, there was no multi-million 


dollar tour scheduled in the midst of this. 


They also didn't ask their father about any long-term care arrangements, or follow up doctors’ visits. They 


were more concerned about the emotional toll it would take on him. 


" We'll come to the States to see you as soon as we can" India assured him. " Did you tell Jack yet?" 


"lll tell him tomorrow morning. He has final exams right now". 


Jack, their much younger half-brother, had a deep affinity with Evelyn. Sure, he loved respected his mother, 
but he felt like Evelyn understood him better. Sometimes, when he would butt heads with his dad, she was the 
sensible mediator. And he was just as stubborn as his father could be.Evelyn saw in Jack the Roger she first 
met in the early 10s. There was also the instance where she reamed out the headmaster of the boarding 
school he attended, and even Priscilla secretly applauded her in the effort for clearing her son's name of any 


wrongdoing. 


" Anything you need Dad, we'll be there. Please give Evelyn our best". 


India began to cry. Harry hugged his sister. 


Just then, their mother, Carolyne called. 


"Is everything all right, Harry?" 


Her voice was tinged with concern. Roger always relied on her intuition when he was married to her. She was 
also his rock when he fell apart. That's why it hurt so badly when she fell out of love with him. She had put 
him back together after Judy left, and gave him the family he longed for. 


" Mum, Dad just called. Evelyn has ALS. Lou Gehrig's disease". 


Carolyne knew how much her children and grandchildren liked Evelyn. She could also feel Roger's pain, knowing 
he'll have to watch her die. Even though she didn't love Roger in the romantic sense anymore, he was still the 


father of her children. She never stopped caring for him. 
" | am so sorry, please tell your father to call me if he needs someone to talk to". 
" We will, mum" India replied, within earshot." Poor Dad. | can't believe this is happening". She wiped the tears 


from her eyes. 


" And I'll always be here for you and your brother" she told India" | love you both". 


Carolyne even flew to New York to come to the funeral. She looked regal without even trying. Some would say 
it was attributed to her privileged upbringing, but Roger knew better. Her gray hair was in an updo, and she 
wore a colored ribbon on her black blazer to show support for the ALS foundations. 


He hadn't seen her since India's wedding. He watched her from the receiving line, as she expressed her 
condolences to Evelyn's family. She still looked as elegant as when he first met her. 


She then came to Roger.She took his hands in hers. 


"lam truly sorry. | know how much you loved her". 


Roger then embraced her, and began to sob. India and Harry also came over, and hugged them.The Waters 
family were briefly reunited in that moment. All of the past hurts that he felt from their divorce years ago 
now dissipated quickly. 


Harry saw the notification of his dad joining the video call, 


" Do you like this set-up?" Harry adjusted the camera with a remote. It zoomed in on the keyboards. 


" Might want to go left a bit" Roger advised." So | can see what you're doing’. 


"Right, got it" 


As Harry corrected the camera angle, Roger lifted up his bass guitar, and rested it in his lap. The body of the 
Fender felt like a cement blockHe also had some weakness in his left arm that he neglected to tell his son 
about. Towards the end of her life, the nurses (including Tara) couldn't lift Evelyn out of bed. This was even 
after she became frail, and lost forty pounds. There were many days he had to lift and carry her. This was 
the first time that Roger ever witnessed someone he loved deteriorate. His elderly mother died in her sleep, 


and spared him that agony. 


After turing the bass, Roger asked Harry to do a warm up. As he began to set his fingers up for playing the 
F chord on the fret, he felt them lock up. 


Harry ceased playing his keyboard immediately. 


" Dad, what happened?" 


"Fucking helll" Roger cried out. He failed to notice the arthritic flare-up, as he hadn't played in some months. 


‘ll wait a few minutes" Harry offered. He knew all too well about the "bad hands" after not playing an 


instrument for a while, but something in him knew this block was also mental. 


His father was not the same after Evelyn died. It seemed his passion for music had taken a backseat to his 


grief. Harry was afraid he couldn't reach him anymore. 


Roger began the chord progression again. The agility finally returned in his fingers. Although the run-through 


was progressively improving, he was on auto-pilot. It felt forced. 


Harry saw the frustration in his face." We can stop, Dad". 


"Im sorry, Harry, but | knew this was a bad idea". 


The video cut off. He knew Roger wasn't angry with him and his sister, but something needed to change. Evelyn 
certainly would have scolded him for being so brusque with the people that loved him so much. She also would 
not want Roger to become a recluse. And it didn't help the pandemic provided the ideal backdrop for 
perpetuating it. 


To make matters worse, Roger then received a call from Priscilla 


Christ, now what? 


" Hello?" 


" Roger, it's about Jack. He's been acting out lately." 


No surprise there. He says nothing about Evelyn anymoreHe even broke up with his girlfriend Lindsey, and got a 


two week suspension from school for punching his roommate in the face. 


" What is it now, Cilla?". He was trying his best not to be obviously agitated. He couldn't blame her this time, 
though he wanted to. 


" He took my car without my permission, and got into a fender bender. He only had his permit, and has a court 


hearing in two weeks". 


Roger began to feel his blood pressure rise. He was livid. He wanted to snatch Jack up and give him a 
thrashing. At first, he felt he was intolerant of Jack's stubborn and impetuous behavior because he was 


almost sixty when he became his father. 


But Evelyn reminded him many times that Jack was just like him. He was also an accomplished athlete. He did 
rugby (like his dad), and lacrosse. Sometimes baseball if he felt ambitious. Unlike Roger as a teenager, Jack was 
very popular, and self-assured. Before the pandemic hit, he stopped inviting him to his games. It hurt too 
much to not see Evelyn with his dad, cheering him on in the stands. 


" | will talk to him. | will also make sure he pays you directly for the damage. He needs to learn there are 


consequences for his actions". 


"| also think he should stay with you for a while" Priscilla said, exasperatedly. " | don't know what else to do 
with him. l'm out of ideas. He hasn't been right since your wife died". 


Yes. She never said Evelyn's name.She always said ‘Your Wife" when referring to her. She was very envious of our 
marriage. Laurie wasn't much of a threat, and Jack's bond with his sfepmum only fueled Priscilla's jealousy. 


" Do you think that's really necessary? You'll need to contact the lawyer to modify the custody agreement". 


" | already contacted her" she said, abruptly. Roger hated it when Priscilla interrupted him. 


He sighed, running his right hand through his hair. 


" Email me the paperwork, and I'll collect him. But don't surprised if he doesn't want to stay with me. If he 
thinks it's going to be like a holiday with his mates, he's sadly mistaken’. 


" Thank you, Roger". 


Did she, thank me? Did | hear that right? 


Chapter 3 


Chapter 3 


Jack Fletcher Waters was experiencing his own growing pains. He wouldn't be eighteen until November, and his 
first year at NYU was proving to be a tumultuous one. His mother was always " on his ass", as he often put 
it. He was too young to remember Roger living in the house with them as a solid family unit. Just lots of 


arguments between where he was going to spend his holidays when not away at school. 


He loved going on the road with his father when he was able. He didn't quite have the musical chops like his 
dad and older brother, but still was in awe nonetheless of the craft. 


What Jack loved the roar of the crowd, chanting his name. He got that adrenaline rush on the field rushing a 
play, or scoring a home run to win the game. He tried to explain the game of baseball to his dad on numerous 


occasions. It was nothing like cricket. 


But Evelyn explained to Roger the mechanics of America's Pastime, in a way he could understand. He never 
understood why his dad was so wrapped up in figuring out the details. She even got Roger to indulge her with 
Mets season tickets year after year, sitting up in the box seats. Sometimes she and Jack would go alone when 


Roger was on tour. 


" You're never too old for ice cream" she laughed, teasing him and his girlfriend Lindsey. She would always get 
the soft-serve in the little plastic helmets for them. 


He saw why his dad loved her so much. She was like a bright light in a dark room. 


He also never heard his dad laugh like that before, or since. They weren't overly affectionate in public, but 


sometimes they would be caught stealing a kiss or two. 


Lindsey also loved being in their company. " They're so cute" she marveled. " | hope when we're old, we can be 


like that". 


He had been in his assigned-campus apartment not even two weeks when India called him to tell him Evelyn had 


died. 


He threw his phone on the bed. The anger rushed over him like a tidal wave. He then proceeded to throw the 


desk over on its side. 


" What the fuck, man?" his roommate Todd Bergendorf yelled." You almost broke my laptop!" 


" Fuck your laptop, Todd! Its probably wrecked from all that porn you downloaded". 


He only knew his roommate for a short time, but Todd wasn't dumb. He figured Jack was mad because Lindsey 


broke up with him. 


Jack began to pace the room. 


" | know you keep staring at me. It's not Lindsey". 


" Then what is it?" 


" |F was my sister". 


"Is she hot?" asked Todd, trying to make Jack laugh. 


Jack responded with a cutting look 


" My stepmother just died, you dumbass!" 


Todd realized the faux pas, and his face turned white. 


" Sorry | didn't know, You wanna get a beer and talk about it?" 


" | dunno Todd, | should probably get to my dad's house in the Hamptons. You can come in the Uber with me if 


you want. Just don't act like an ass". 


Todd looked out of the car window, as the car drove down the Long Island Expressway. He grew up in a small 
town in Vermont. He wasn't by any means a naive kid, and he did not apparently have the upbringing that Jack 
did if they were heading to East Hampton. His parents’ small fortune came from cannabis farming, as well as 


selling herbal remedies, and homemade organic preserves and dry goods. 


He was the kid all the Boston vacationers saw each summer from when he was thirteen, helping out at the 


quaint market on the front of the farm. The kind of family business dynamic that made Americans sentimental. 


Like Jack, he was the most popular kid in his high school, especially being the quarterback. So now they were in 
New York, bonding over beers. 


" My stepmom was cool, you would've liked her." Jack said, after a long silence. She was a photographer, and a 
huge Mets fan. To be honest, | liked her better than my actual mom. You'll probably meet her too at some 
point." 


" What's wrong with your mom?" Todd asked earnestly. 


" She's super bitchy sometimes" he admitted." She doesn't get me at all. At least my dad tries! was ten when 
| first met Evelyn, my stepmom. She was like Martha Stewart, but like, kind of a bad ass. She was really good 
to my dad. She had Lou Gehrig's disease, and | told my dad | didn't want a high school graduation party. He felt 
kinda bad, but | felt worse that Evelyn couldn't make it. She was too sick". 


Todd didn't say much, he was smart enough to just let Jack vent. They pulled up to the massive home, right 
on the beach. 


"Holy shit" he uttered softly. " This is like Jeff Bezos rich". 


Jack and Todd walked into the living room. There was Cheryl, Evelyn's best friend and neighbor, and Lauren, 
Jack's stepsister. Zelda was probably home with Bryce, Lauren's husband. 


Roger sat in the corner, in a complete daze. He looked up and saw Jack with his equally tall and handsome 


friend from college. 


" Dad’, Jack began," This is Todd Bergendorf, my roommate". 


" l'm sorry for your loss, sir" he said, shaking his hand. 


" Thank you, Todd. Please, call me Roger. | suppose you came with Jack for moral support?" 


" Would you like a beer?" he asked, not knowing quite what to say, and pointed at his shoulder bag. 


Jack shook his head. But Roger's answer was even more shocking to him. 


’ Actually, | would. | have more in the refrigerator". 


"| have weed too". 


" Are you serious?” Jack interjected "| don't think it's a good time, Todd". 


Roger motioned to the back patio door. Jack could not believe his dad was going to smoke a joint with his 


roommate. 


Todd was beyond flattered. His friends back in Vermont would never believe that he smoked pot and drank beer 
with one of the guys from Pink Floyd. 


" Well come on then, before anyone notices" Roger told him, opening the sliding glass door. 


" m only coming to hang out, I'm not gonna do anything" Jack assured his father. " Plus Lindsey is on her 


way : 


Lindsey was Jack's girlfriend for the past two years. They met in 0" grade biology. The boarding school they 


went to was coeducational. She had dark brown hair and hazel eyes, and was quite a bit shorter than her 


boyfriend. They skipped senior prom so they could stay home with Roger and Evelyn 


Jack did have a few instances where his anger got the best of him at school. Lindsey interceded to the 
headmaster. 


" He's really close to his stepmom, and she's dying. He doesn't know how to process this. If you don't let him 
play for the baseball team this year, he's really going to lose it". 

They took Lindsey's word for it. Jack was able to play on the team, and graduate with honors. 

She also made it her personal mission to keep him in line. She knew he was going through some major shit that 
most people their age had never experienced. 


Jack sat quietly in the corner, as Todd told his father about his upbringing. 


" You remind me of my oldest friend Willa" Roger mused. " Did you know we hitchhiked to Lebanon before | 


started at University? | even went for a swim, and one of the local kids stole my shoes.” 


" That's crazy" Todd said, lighting up the joint." Didja get them back?" 


" | did, the officer got them back for me. But more importantly, it opened my eyes to how bad off some of 
the people were that lived there. | mean why else would a kid steal a tourist's shoes? It put a lot of things in 


perspective for me". 


Jack liked his father's stories of his youth. It was a slight relief to him not to hear his father on his political 
soapbox. He never compromised his beliefs when Evelyn was alive, and she actively engaged accordingly. But she 


brought out a softness in his dad. Not to say Roger was a hard-ass, but he could be obstinate and critical. 


| wonder if Dad will ever be happy again? 


Lindsey walked through the sliding glass door. Jack stood up, and she hugged him. 


Todd watched her with Jack, he was instantly smitten with her. He rebuked himself for feeling this way. He 
was also afraid Roger would catch on. Jack's dad may have been heartbroken, but he was very much 


observant of the environment, and the people in it. It was not the weed making Todd feel paranoia, either. 


Lindsey also gave Roger a comforting hug, and Todd thought it was so adorable that she had to stand on her 
tiptoes. He wanted to hold her like that. 


" That's Todd, Jack's roommate" Roger said, pointing in his direction 


" Nice to meet you, Lindsey. Please excuse me, | have to go the bathroom. I'll be right back". 


His cover was blown. Roger would have a conversation with Jack about his new friend later, when the time 


was more appropriate. 


" The service will probably be the day after Labor Day" Roger told Jack and Lindsey. "India and Harry should be 


flying a day or two from now". 


" Il text his Intro to Psych professor" Lindsay offered. 


" Thank you Lindsay, but | can do it" Jack responded. He went inside to complete the task, and maybe to then 


show Todd around the house, and one of the quest rooms. 


" How are you holding up, Roger?" Lindsey shivered a bit, despite donning a hooded sweatshirt. 


"Im not sure" he answered her honestly. Younger Roger wouldn't have dared to be that revealing. 


He looked out into the night sky. He didn't know what he was feeling. He was glad Evelyn was not in pain 
anymore. While she was ill, Roger thought he was already handling it pragmatically. He knew she would not be 
able to walk, or speak, or touch him as the disease progressed. Not to say he already defined her as dead at 


that point, but knew the dynamic changed. 


As everyone went home, or retired to their bedrooms throughout the night, Roger remained on the back patio, 


staring at the fire pit. He was keeping vigil, perhaps waiting for her to appear to him in some other form. 


He thought back to the last time they made love. It was three weeks after the initial diagnosis. He was afraid 
to touch her, afraid he might break her. It wasn't about the biological urge to release. It was one of the ways 
they could non-verbally communicate and be vulnerable with one another. They even joked about the fact that 


the reason they'd get slightly snappy with one another because they hadn't been physical in a while. 


They were lying in bed one night, and Evelyn rested her book on the nightstand She touched Roger's left 
forearm with her right hand. He turned to her, giving his undivided attention. 


" | don't want you to be afraid of hurting me" she said, gazing deeply into his eyes. 


" Fm not" Roger assured her. 


She kissed him, and the fire coursed through his veins. His mind wanted to take in every detail, in the event it 
would be their last intimate encounter. But his heart told him to be in the present moment. He was relieved he 


didn't have to ask her to do this. He wouldn't have even known how. 


They had stopped counting by sunrise. They were lying in each other's arms, fighting off sleep. 


"ll never stop loving you, Roger. Even when I'm gone, I'll ask God to help me show you l'm there". 


He kissed her forehead tenderly, and squeezed her in his embrace. He knew she liked resting her ear near his 


heart, which was beating rapidly. 


" | love you too, darling. More now than | ever have". 


Just then, the fire went out. Just like the light in her eyes when she died. Roger covered his face with his 
hands, and wept. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter 4 


Tara McNally could not wait to get her morning cup of coffee. She was finishing her shift with Mr Stein He 


had passed away two hours earlier from Stage 4 stomach cancer. 


Mr Stein was a comedy writer, never married, nor any children. But he loved his niece, Sophie, who lived with 


him. Mr Stein also made it a point to tell Tara as many jokes and one-liners he could remember. 


" Sweetheart, | invented dad jokes" he exclaimed with his thick Brooklyn accent. " And I'll come up with more 


just to see you and Sophie smile". 


Bernie Stein also would impart more serious anecdotes about life as well. The one that stuck out in Tara's mind 


was this- 
" True Love", Bernie said, " Is Never Having to Say You're Sorry". 


Tara entered the coffee shop, and unfortunately there was a lorg line. She used this opportunity to talk to 
Seamus through text. The downstairs neighbor, Carol, was with him until she got home. 


Roger was at the front of the line, being served. He was always greeted warmly by the staff when he would 


come in. 


On this particular morning, Roger was frazzled. As he was waiting in line, he heard a song from Air Supply 


come on the radio. He always thought they were rather corny, but this particular song was one that Evelyn 


liked. 
" How can you like jazz, and blues, and this drivel equally?" he would often ask her. 


She laughed." Oh Roger, stop being so snobby about your musical taste. | thought | heard you humming ' 
Midnight at the Qasis' the other day?" 


" | did Evie, because that's all they play on the 10s on 1 channel". 


"Its really because you like the line about putting the camel to bed". 


Roger was snapped out of his trance. He turned around, and noticed a middle aged woman, with a severe 


bobbed hair cut. She looked like Paula Deen had been possessed by a demon 


"ve been waiting 20 minutes to get a cup of coffee, this is ridiculous. Where is the manager?" 


Ben, the owner, saw Roger and walked over to him. 


"Mr Waters, I'm sorry about the wait. We can't operate at full staff because of the social distancing 
guidelines. | have some blueberry scones that are just coming out of the oven now. Please take some home 


with you. I'll get some in a box for you." 


" IIl be with you in a moment, ma'am" he told the woman behind Roger. 


" Will you?" she screamed. " And you're not socially distancing correctly either. Just wait until | call the New 


York Board of Health on you". 


Her eyes burned into Roger's back, as he waited at the counter. Ben knew this customer was going to be a 


problem. 


"Ma'am, with all due respect, if you care about social distancing, why do you keep inching closer to the 


customer already being helped? | promise, we will be with you as soon we car". 
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" And what makes him so special?" she bellowed. "He can't even order a cup of coffee correctly! And why does 


he get to have fresh baked scones while lm running late for work?" 


The other guests in line, Tara included, began to take notice of the argument. She even saw a young kid clicking 
the camera button on his smartphone, getting it ready for recording. 


"Actually, " the barista chimed in," He's one of our best customers. He lost his wife a few months ago". 


She only mentioned that fact to see if she could elicit sympathy from the irate customer. But it only enraged 


the woman more. 


" Fuck his dead wife!" she screamed, " What about my coffee?!" 


The whole coffee shop went silent. The barista's eyes flew open as she watched Roger's face change into a 
terrifying, seething anger. Ben was flummoxed, to say the least. 


"Mr Waters, I'm so sorry, | really hate that lady" she stammered, and set down his coffee cup. 


"tm an essential employee, he isn't" the woman continued." And | saw him making eyes with you, missy". 


Roger turned around slowly. He knew he couldn't strike the woman, but he could damn near insult her to 
tearsHe was known for his cruel delivery at times. 


" Listen, you stupid fucking cow, | had quite enough of your shit" Roger said, almost monotone. Other people in 


line were getting their smartphones out. This was going to end up being viral. 


The woman blinked" What did you just call me? Take that back right now" 


" No, | won't. If my wife were still alive, she'd punch you in your face". 


" You're an arrogant prick, you know that?" She began to waive her finger in his face." And go back to your 


fucking country while you're at it!" 


Roger turned his back to her, and paid his bill. 


" Ma'am please leave!" Ben shouted. He was not going to let anyone insult another customer like she just did. 


" No | won't, I'm next in line". 


" We're not serving you" Ben said emphatically. " I'll call the police to have you removed if | have to". 


The barista placed the box of scones on the counter, and winked at Roger. 


Roger surreptitiously dropped one of the scones on the floor. He drank his coffee methodically, and faced the 


woman again, as she continued to scream obscenities at him. 


Finally, she lunged towards him, and slipped on the scone, falling to the floor. 


"How's that for social distancing, bitch!" 


Everyone in line began to laugh, even Ben. 


" That was fucking awesome!" exclaimed the barista, clapping her hands. 


Roger noticed Tara at the back of the line, and smiled. He exited the coffee shop, like a boss. 


Twenty minutes later, Roger got a text from his PA with a You Tube link, with the caption, 


" WTF is this?" 


Roger sat in his car, and clicked on it. 


The video title read " Roger Waters, the Karen-Slayer". It already had 1000 views in that short time. Some of 
the comments were clever, like " The Pros and Cons of Insulting", " What Karen Wants (Is A Coffee, Part One), 
and " Karens-Three Different Ones". 


The PA called, upon seeing that Roger read the text message. 


" This is already viral, | don't even know what we're going to do about this!" said Peter, in a state of sheer 


panic. He paused for a moment. 


" Fuck, now there's memes!" he added." If you fire me, | completely understand’. 


"Its all right Peter, we'll talk about it later" Roger said, starting the engine. " | have to drive to the city to 


collect Jack from his mum's". 


That was for you, Evie. I always promised Id fight for you. 


Todd could not believe his eyes. He saw a private message in Instagram from Sara Antonelli, another NYU 


friend of his and Jack's. It simply said- " Jack's dad is a meme?" 


He looked up the photo on Instagram. 


It was a rather hilarious rendering of Roger's head, superimposed on a knight drawing a sword, standing over 
the fallen Karen on the floor of the coffee shop.The box of scones he was holding, turned into a shield. There 
were various captions for the meme that read " When the Karens Broke Free", "Karen Do You Think You'll Try 
to Break My Balls?", and Todd's personal favorite, the one where the Karen was changed to look like Dave 


Gilmour. Gen Z was now going to know Roger Waters not as a prolific musician, but as an epic meme. 


lronically, Roger's official website and social media channels attracted even more views. What was thought to 


be a major gaffe a la TMZ turned him into an antihero. 


And the woman in the video? She lied to the government about being disabled, and was forced to pay massive 


fines after a caseworker watched it on the local news. 


There was a text message notification from Lindsey that broke through. 


" Hi Todd, | miss you (heart emoji)". 


" Miss you too, babe" he responded. 


Jack had broken up with her after Christmas. She couldn't believe he would do this to her. Todd was the only 
one she felt she could talk to. 


In the aftermath, they ended up falling in love with one another. Jack was so upset about it, that he punched 
Todd in the face when he told him. 


" You didn't want her anyway," he told Jack." You treated her like shit after your stepmom died". 


" The fuck do you know? | think the only reason you hung around was to get in her pants". 


Todd squared up, and got into Jack's face. 


" You know that's fucking bullshit" he yelled. " You don't talk to anybody. Even your bitchy mom doesn't 


deserve you talking to her the way you do. If | was your old man, I'd beat your ass". 


" Well come on then, fucking hit me, Todd!" 


Todd shoved Jack with all of his might. " No man, it's not worth it". 


After stumbling backwards, Jack charged at him, like a defensive end sacking a quarterback. Todd was still on 
the ground as Jack hovered over him, and clocked him in the face. He knocked one of his teeth out. 


The resident assistant broke in. 


" Stop this right now" she yelled, " or l'm calling the police. Your parents will be next to be notified". 


The fight between Jack and Todd happened at the end of February, shortly before the pandemic started. 
Priscilla didn't know what to do anymore with her son, she was at her wit's end. She and Jack did not speak on 
the ride from NYU to their apartment. She was afraid she would strangle him if he opened his mouth and 


said something smart. 


He's going to hurt himself or someone else. | know Roger is too grief- stricken to address it, but he will have to. 
This is our son, and it is a cry for help. 


Priscilla was also angered at the fact that Jack was so attached to Evelyn. It wasn't an act she performed to 
win Roger's affections and that of his children She genuinely was that kind. 


And Priscilla was damn sure that Roger made her out to be the villainess to Evelyn She was painted as the 
ungrateful, spiteful cunt that took his money, and got pregnant on purpose to keep him. And Evelyn got to be 
the queen, like Carolyne once was, sitting high and dry on Roger's pedestal. 


But Evelyn broke Roger's heart in a way none of the other wives had- she left him by dying. It actually broke 


him. 


Ordinarily, Priscilla would have taken any opportunity to humiliate Roger, and rub his face in it. As far as she 
was concerned, he ruined her life by divorcing her. Her acting career also never took off the way it should 
have. And he was also going to get even wealthier with Evelyn's money. But she deferred to silence with this 


one. 


She loved their son Jack, but why did he have to look so much like his father, and act like him, for that 
matter? And where did Evelyn get off trying to be his surrogate mother? 


She waited until Jack was in his bedroom. 


" Roger?" 


" What is it, Cilla?" He was always so short and curt with her." What did Jack do now?" 


While Jack may have looked like Roger, he had his mother's temper when he was angry. 


" He got into a fist fight with Todd on campus. Apparently, he and Lindsey are together now, and Jack punched 


him". 


Roger secretly high-fived his son in his head. It wasn't that Roger didn’t like Todd, but was right about his 
intentions with Lindsey. 


He wished his intuition was right about Judy, his first wife. He had to actually catch her in the act. Her 
infidelity sank his ship of self-confidence. He was at the pinnacle of fame, now able to provide for her as a 


husband should. And her token of gratitude was fucking other men in their bed. 


" | assume he's in trouble at school? Will they expel him?" 


" Roger, we're lucky he wasn't arrested! The only reason why Todd isn't pressing charges is because he feels 


badly for Jack. But I'll never understand why Jack is so upset about your wife. l'm his mother, not her!" 


Roger never understood why Priscilla triggered him so much. He chalked it up to a messy rebound after 
Carolyne. He knew Evelyn couldn't have possibly waited for him after I2 years, and she was probably married 
herself. And hence, Ms Phillips, the B movie actress, was wife number three. 


Priscilla was also the reason why Roger moved to New York. To be closer to Jack. Strange how things play out 


in the end. 


So Roger was back in Manhattan, doing damage control once again for his son's erratic behavior. He and 


Priscilla could both agree that Jack needed professional help, and fast. 


He also spoke to Evelyn in his mind on the way from East Hampton, to Manhattan. Roger drove this time, 
thinking it might do him some good. 


What am | to do with Jack, love? Why won't he talk about you anymore? He's so shut down, | can’t lose him too. | 
might not be all that keen on God, but | always believed in you, Evelyn Please help me with him. | need you. R. 
Wait, is that, your perfume Im smelling? That can't be. 


Jack got into the car, silent, and sullen. Even Evelyn would not have been able to talk Roger out of the lecture 


he was about to give him. 


" What the fuck is wrong with you? Why did you take your mother's car? Its bad enough you punched Todd 


in the face, and we had to pay his dental bills. You're eighteen now, and you can get arrested for these things." 


Jack knew better than to interrupt his father. He also knew he was wrong, but goddammit, why was no one 
listening to his reasons for it? Todd had it coming, and Jack felt it was his duty to mete out justice. As for 
the car, it was the fastest way he could get away from his mother. He despised her shrill voice when she 
screamed at him. He always felt like he was a pain in her ass. And her boyfriends over the years? Talk about 
pieces of shit. 


Roger and Evelyn were a refuge for the boy, as he was growing up. They genuinely liked spending time with 
him. They encouraged him to be himself. 


Jack didn't like being this destructive. He hated it. He also didn't mean to push Lindsey away, and into the arms 
of Todd. But how else could he show his dad how pissed off he was that someone like Evelyn got sick and died? 


He just wanted everyone to leave him alone, and let him suffer in silence. 


" | know I'm a fuck-up, Dad!" he cried." But Todd was an asshole for hooking up with Lindsey". 


Roger sighed, knowing this was going to be a long car ride. He hoped to God that Jack didn't aggravate his blood 
pressure. His primary doctor already warned him that if he continued to not sleep well, and not avoid stress, 


that he could have a stroke, or another pulmonary embolism that could potentially be fatal. 


" While you had the right to be mad at Todd, you were the one that dumped Lindsey" Roger reminded him. " 


And believe me, she didn't cheat on you. | have unfortunately too much expertise in that area’. 


Jack looked as his dad, somewhat perplexed. 


"Mom cheated on you, didn't she?" 


" She did’ Roger said ruefully, " And my first wife Judy did too. But that doesn't give you licence to be nasty 
to your mother, and steal her car. You're a young man now, and in order for me to give you full disclosure, 


you have to give me the same in return’. 


"| understand". Jack looked out of the window. 


" No, | want you to look at me, and tell me you understand. | don't like liars, Jack" 


" Fine Dad, | get it”. 


Roger looked at his son 


My God, he looks exactly like | did at that age. | had my older brother at least sort me out, but he stil didn’t get 
me. No one got me except Evelyn. And maybe Carolyne, for the most part 


" You're also paying your mother back for the damage. I'm not writing a cheque for you this time. | get 


there's a pandemic, but I'm sure there's something you can do to earn an honest living". 


" Dad, are you serious?" he protested. 


" Yes, | am absolutely serious” 


" But Evelyn would tell you you're being a dick!" 


Roger glared at Jack. The car finally pulled up in the driveway. 


" Listen here, you entitled prick! | did not raise you to be this way. You're walking around with a chip on your 
shoulder, like we all owe you something. | can't bring her back, much as | wish | could. And she would take my 


side on this one. hat | can tell you with utmost certainty". 


" Fuck you, Dad, | don't have to listen to this! l'm calling an Uber". 


" Like hell you are" Roger bellowed, and snatched the phone out of Jack's hand. He then tossed it into air, and it 


shattered on the ground." And I'm not buying you a new one, either". 


Jack had never seen his father this angry, not even at the custody hearings when he was a childHe didn't 


have Evelyn there to take his side. He was now the intended target of his father's fury. 


" What the helll" Jack screamed. " No one listens to me. Evelyn's dead, and I'm mad as fuck". 


Roger felt an odd relief hearing his son admit the true source of his anger. Roger was also " mad as fuck" 
that his wife could no longer be at the front row at his shows, see her granddaughter grow up, make him 


Lobster Thermidor for dinner, or would come over and over again, just for him. 


" Listen, Jack" Roger told him, now more calmly. " Don't think that I'm not angry too. But you don't see me 
unleashing myself on other people's property. There's kids your age that get dragged into the prison system 


for much less offenses". 


" Dad, why do you care so much about poor kids and third world countries when I'm standing right in front of 
you? Not once did you ask me how | felt, or how Lauren felt. It fucking sucks". 


" But | did ask you Jack, you won't talk to me!" 


He was trying to hold it together for everyone. The burden of Evelyn's passing was his alone,as her husband, 
was it not? He was the one that argued with Dr Cohen and threatened to write to the NY State Medical Board 
when he botched the operation to insert the feeding tube. He was the one that stayed up all night on Google 


researching everything he could about ALS. He was the one that brushed her hair, like one of India's dolls when 
she was little. He knew Lauren needed his help, she had a two year old, and a demanding job. The poor girl lost 


her father at a young age, and now, her mother too. 


And then Jack raised his head, and screamed at the top of his lungs. He didn't care if he woke up the 


neighbors. He was pissed, and he wanted everyone else to know it. 


All Roger could do was stand there helplessly. It took everything in him to not break down and cry in front of 


his son. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
For those experiencing grief loss, or narcissistic abuse, please do not be afraid to seek professional help. 


Though this is a work of fiction, those instances are very much a reality. 


Chapter 5 


Michael McNally, on the surface, was an ideal husband and provider. He was a lieutenant, highly commended and 
decorated. He retired two years ago from the NYPD, and started his own private investigation business. He also 
was actively involved in the community outreach program for disadvantaged youth, and was the coach for 
Seamus’ football team, in the Catholic Youth League division 


He was broodingly handsome, and fit. He had dark hair (peppered with some gray), olive skin, and dark eyes. He 
attributed his complexion to the Spaniards landing in Ireland centuries ago, when the armada went off-course. 


Black Irish, they called it. 


Despite the accolades, he had a dark side that he hid from everyone. The recognition wasn't enough to fill his 
needs. Tara's devotion to him while married, was sorely lacking. Even his former police partner, Eddie Ramos, 
was oblivious to his obsession with being the absolute best. 


Despite the grueling hours he worked as a police officer, and Tara, as a registered nurse, he always found time 
to meet other women. The 20-somethings with self-esteem and daddy issues were easy prey. He brushed up 
on the internet technology to lure them in. The danger of getting caught turned him on. Especially when he 
could juggle six women at once, and then throw them away when they no longer suited his needs. He could use 


the status of his high rank as a police officer to fulfill a fantasy of unsuspecting women who needed rescuing. 


The internet dating applications, and his career of choice, were the perfect vehicle to hide his narcissistic 


personality disorder. He would never let anyone get close enough to know who he really was. 


Mike sat in the diner in the back corner, watching the door, as he always did. He was working on a case in 


Mount Kisco for tracking down a missing teenage girl, addicted to drugs. 


As he was scrolling his phone for alerts and emails, he couldn't help but try to look up Tara. She blocked him 
on all of her social media accounts. He also knew if he violated the terms of the restraining order, he would be 


arrested. And inmates did not take too kindly to cops in jail. Lucky for him, he had methods for spying incognito. 


He also convinced his former in-laws that Tara left him because of her addition to Xanax, and sleeping pills. 
What he neglected to tell them, was that she was clean and sober for almost two years. It was during the 
recovery period, that she starting to catch onto Mike's double life. 


And then the bitch had the audacity to call him a narcissist. He thought it was a psychology buzz-word used 
in the wrong context, like dissenting views being labeled as hate speech or the millennial political activism as of 
late. She wasn't the victim she made herself out to be, he was. 


In his eyes, he was the ultimate catch. He paid the bills while she was studying for her nursing degree. He 
actively raised his son with her. Not like his nasty single mother, whose numerous boyfriends over the years 


saw Mike as a great punching bag. He also knew his mother turned tricks to feed her heroin addiction 


He made up his mind when he was fourteen to change his life. He was going to be the strongest, most- 
admired, toughest motherfucker Windsor Terrace had ever seen. And no one was going to know about his 


upbringing. 


He also knew Tara from the neighborhood, but never noticed her until years later, when he already had his 


persona established. Her father, Seamus O'Brien, was a battalion chief for the NYFD, who died on TIl. 


They bonded instantly the night they met at The Galway Inn. Her blonde hair and blue eyes called him, like a 
siren She was the epitome of everything he was looking for. A good girl, who was attractive. But she didn't 
flaunt it, and he wouldn't have to beat other men to a pulp to win her affections, or even for just looking at 
her lustfully. He could see she desperately needed a knight in shining armor Perfect wife material for a cop. She 


would be the widow on Television that everyone would admire as he was being laid to rest for his ultimate 


sacrifice in the line of duty. 


When Seamus was born, Mike was thrilled. He was going to start a clean slate with his son, and be the father 


he never had. And for a while, Mike was the family man, 


But then, Valentina Perri had to come into his life, under his command. He was a newly promoted sergeant in 


the 26" precinct. Tina was fresh out of the academy. She had a great figure, and killer smile. Tara wasn't 


fucking him much, these days, and he couldn't stop fantasizing about Tina wrapping her lips around his cock. 


When Tina rejected his advances, he became enraged. He enlisted his junior officers (not Eddie Ramos), to make 
her life hell. Every male officer in the unit wanted to fuck her, but she wasn't having it. They wrote "whore" 
on her locker, and broke the radio intercom in her car, blaming it on one of the at-risk kids in the 


neighbor hood. 


For her own safety, Tina transferred to a different department. But she unlocked something in Mike. He had an 
insatiable need to conquer all women in his life. Sexually, and in all other matters of daily life. Any woman who 


rejected him had a bounty on her head. 


He then received a call from his attorney. 


"Mr McNally, | just got the call from Judge Stone. She's upholding the restraining order, and the current 


Visitation agreement. You will still need Tara's sister Maggie to act as intermediary. | did everything | could". 


Mike wanted to scream at his lawyer, and call him an incompetent fuckhead. But he had to play it cool. He had 
other cards up his sleeve to get Seamus into his custody full time. 


Jack thought about what his father had said, with regards to getting a proper job. He had read online articles 
about a significant increase in people adopting dogs during the pandemic. He was also sure these owners weren't 


all that knowledgeable about canines. 


Jack always remembered his father having dogs throughout his childhood. He especially was fond of Jasper, a 
Boston Terrier. Laurie got Jasper, and Horace, the chihuahua, in the divorce. 

Jack thought she was a space cadet, and did not like her for his dad. He wasn't even that fond of his own 
mother. 


Jack may have been a young boy then, but his intuition about people was rarely wrong. 


Jack heard his mother on the phone with one of her stupid LA friends. He was playing a video game, but 


turned the volume down to eavesdrop. Why couldn't he have a normal mom that baked him cookies and go to 


his games? 


" The ink isn't even dry on the divorce papers, and Roger wants Jack to meet his new girlfriend for dinner. He 
is absolutely ridiculous. | wonder how old this one is. | bet she feeds his ego too. Even | have enough sense to 


not marry every single person I've ever fucked." 


Jack hated it when his mother talked shit on his dad. It was already a burden being the son of one of the most 


famous musicians of the 20" century. But hearing his mother's verbal venom made him feel badly about 
being his father's son. It was like she was attacking him for coincidentally looking like him. 


He also learned at an early age to not get overly attached to anything. It would just fall apart anyway. 


Jack found a local dog-training facility through his Instagram feed. It was perfect. It wasn't a lot of money 
they were offering, but he liked the work. It was also one of the few limited contact positions still thriving in 


the pandemic. 


Dad said | had to pay Mom back, but he didn't give me a date. 


Jack also had a propensity for being petty like his dad, when dealing with personality types like his mom. 


He completed the application for the dog trainer position online, and then logged into his credentials for his 


online college courses. 


He also saw Lindsey's and Todd's names as chat participants. Just funny he kept seeing those two out of the 
thousands of students that attended. It really burned his ass. 


Roger came into the kitchen, and poured a cup of coffee. Jack muted the lecture on his laptop. 


" Dad, you've had that same brown bathrobe for years" he chuckled " And why does your hair look like that?" 


i My fans don't seem to mind" he retorted. 


Jack rolled his eyes playfully, and went back to his lesson. 


Roger was trying to adjust to having another person in the house, on this level of interaction It was hard for 


him to let go of the caretaker role. He couldn't bear to have anything out of order, or in disarray. His Virgoan 
attributes wouldn't stand for it. He might have been attached to certain articles of clothing, but he'd be 


damned if his living and work spaces became cluttered and messy. 


And here is Jack, at the kitchen table, with papers, cans of energy drinks, and food plates surrounding him, like 
water on an island. 


Roger muttered into his coffee mug, while he checked his own computer for pertinent emails and updates for 
his website. 


He came across an email in his personal account from three months ago that he missed. The sender was Tori 
Tenille, one of his contemporaries. She did backing vocals for The Wall album with The Beach Boys, when Bob 
Ezrin rented the studio space in Los Angeles. 


She enclosed her phone number, and Roger decided to call her up. She lived in Arizona. 


" Hello." 


" Toni, hi, it's Roger Waters". 


There was a pause. 


" Roger, oh my God, how have you been? This pandemic is crazy, huh?" 


"Yeah it certainly has been interesting, thats for sure. How do you like Arizona?" 


" | didn't at first, but then | changed my feelings about it. Daryl (Captain) was diagnosed with cancer, and 
kidney failure. In order to get better medical care, we had to get a divorce, and move from Nevada to Arizona. 
That's American health care for you. When Daryl died, | felt like | lost my right arm. There's still a Fender 
Rhodes electric piano that's sitting in the garage. | can't look at it, or give it away". 


" | know what you mean. My youngest son just fashion-shamed me for my comfortable bathrobe." 


"Im really sorry about Evelyn" Toni said, sympathetically. " She seemed really good for you. I'd watch some of 
your appearances on TV, and you both looked so happy. | wanted to reach out because | know exactly what you 


went through! also knew you were grieving, so | didn't push for a follow up. Believe me, | lived it". 


It wasn't always easy for Roger to share his feelings. More often than not, they were used against him. He 
only knew Ms Tenille on a professional level, but in talking with her, he didn't feel so unique and strange in his 


widower status. 


" Ill be honest, you're the only person I've answered directly" he assured her. " Because | remember when you 
lost your husband. | tried doing a virtual jam session with my older son, Harry, and it went terribly wrong. It's 
like | never played the bass at all’. 


" That's grief brain, Rog. Don't be so hard on yourself. You'll find you have to do some things over again. | 


can't even remember the last time | played the piano, or sang’. 


As much as he wanted to reserve his thoughts and feelings, the two effortlessly had dialogue. Two hours had 
gone by in a flash. 


" My reiki appointment is in an hour" Toni told him." But l'm also hosting an online virtual group for widows 
and widowers that are friends of mine. Well, its more like a wine and bitching session Let me know if you're 


interested". 


" | think | might, but I'd rather talk to you one on one for a while first if that's ok’. 


" Of course. There is something | wanted to say all these years later." 


" What's that?" 


"If it wasn't married to Daryl, and you weren't married to Carolyne, | would've had my way with you". 


"Me? l'm not exactly James Bond’. He had to compose himself after a fit of laughter. 


" Roger, come on! You had a great body, killer wit, deadly green eyes, and that accent. My God! How do you not 


know you're a chick magnet?" 


" | honestly don't see what women see, even what Evelyn saw in me for that matter. She always told me how 


handsome | was. | just figured she didn't fully open her eyes in the morning, and | didn't open my mouth yet". 


" You are too much, honey! I'll talk to you soon". Her southern accent was beginning to emerge. 


" Cheers. It was great". 


Roger opened the closet in the master bedroom. Even months later, it was still strange to see only his 


wardrobe. But he noticed something in the top shelf corner that was missed. 


After moving some of the suitcases, he noticed a set of tennis rackets, and a manila envelope, with Evelyn's 


handwriting on the front." Please open one year after my death" it said. 


He held the envelope in his hand. He was tempted to open it, but trusted her instruction There must be a good 


reason why she must have insisted on a specific timeline. 


He also admonished himself for not recognizing the signs earlier. As soon as she told him she couldn't hold the 
tennis racket anymore, and began cancelling their ballroom dancing lessons (yes, she insisted Roger learn the 
foxtrot), he should have pressed her for an answer. He was winding down from an extensive tour, and trying 


to get acclimated back into everyday life. 


Part of him that was terrified that the honeymoon phase was over, and that she was getting tired of being 


around him. The others always told him they were aware of his long absences before making the commitment. 


Yet, they would tell Roger that was exactly the reason why they didn't love him anymore, and wanted out. 


"Evie, why didn't | listen?" he asked himself, quietly. " What did | miss?" 


Roger felt his stomach tighten as he drove into the parking garage of the hospital. Dr Cohen was the third 
specialist that was recommended by Evelyn's primary care physician. They were becoming increasingly 
concerned with her cognitive impairments. They did numerous tests, and could not narrow down the cause. 


They also did MRIs and CAT Scans to rule out a brain tumor. 


He knew something was very wrong. Three days ago, Evelyn was pulling into the driveway, with Zelda in the car 
seat. She was coming back from the store, and Roger heard the impact of the front bumper with the mailbox. 


" Evelyn, what happened? Are you alright?" 


She began to cry uncontrollably, as did her little granddaughter upon hearing the stress in her voice. 


"Roger, | can't feel my arms. They've gone completely numb!" 


He saw that her arms went completely limp. She couldn't even depress the handle to open the car door. 


Its alright love, just stay there. I'll get Zelda, and then you, oK?" 


He picked Zelda up out of the car seat, into his arms, and soothed the frightened toddler. 


"Poppy is right here, Zels. Mimi got scared, but we're alright now, aren't we?" 


" Yes, Mimi is ok now, baby." Evelyn had a weak smile. She wondered for a minute if Roger's and Zelda's faces 


would be the last she would see. 


Lauren parked her car on the road, and gasped when she saw the damage to the mailbox, and to the front of 


her mother's car. 


"Mom? Roger? What happened?" 


She took Zelda out of Roger's arms. 


Evelyn finally opened the car door. Roger assisted her, and had her sit on the front porch. 


‘It was the strangest thing, Lauren. | was driving back from the store, with Zelda, and all of a sudden, | couldn't 


feel my arms anymore. | lost control of the steering wheel. | have feeling in them again, but they're still weak". 


‘Im calling for another referral’ Roger promised Lauren. " We already had two neurology specialists, and they 


can't seem to find a solid diagnosis". 


"How long has this been going on, Roger?" Her tone became increasingly panicked. 


"Lauren, don't raise your voice to him, it's my fault. | promise, sweetheart, we're seeing another doctor." 
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Dr Cohen read the results of the recent tests, as well as consulted his colleagues for their opinions. There was 
no doubt in his mind, the symptoms pointed to ALS. His patient was quite healthy for her age, and there was 
no other feasible explanation. Now to relay the findings. This was the part of his job that was never easy. 


He saw the couple waiting in his office. The patient in question was very attractive, with soft, gray shoulder- 


length hair. She was conservatively dressed in a white blouse, black slacks, and black mules. 


The husband was much taller than she, and while dressed in a simple black t- shirt, jeans, and Converse 
sneakers, was meticulous in his own way. They looked oddly- matched on the surface, but he could tell they 
had great rapport. 


He shook their hands. Hopefully, they didn't notice how sweaty he was becoming. 


" Hi, lm Dr Cohen. How have you been feeling, Mrs Waters?" 


Evelyn attempted to cross her right leg, over her left, and realized she had trouble. Roger was trying to hide 


the sudden, shocked expression on his face. 


" Ive been feeling a lot of weakness in my body, especially my arms. | drop things suddenly, they just fall right 
out of my hands. | can barely hold a tennis racket, and my arms went completely limp as | was pulling into my 
driveway the other day. | ended up crashing my car". 


"Im sorry to hear of your troubles. Im looking over the results of the diagnostic tests you've had, and | think 
we may have found the cause". 


Roger observed the doctor. He was trying everything he could to not answer all of his wife's questions on her 
behalf. But he wanted to make sure he asked the right ones, if she couldn't. 
Dr Cohen shuffled the file in his hands. That wasn't a very good sign. Roger sometimes cursed himself for 


being so analytical. Very rarely, did anything fly under his radar. 


" If | may," Roger interjected, " Can you tell us why the other two neurologists we've consulted did not return 


our phone calls?" 


"Now Mr Waters, | can't speak for the other neurologists, and | do apologize for the gross oversight. But | am 
prepared to tell you my findings, if you'll care to listen’. 


Roger grabbed Evelyn's hand in his tightly. He began to feel extremely queasy. 


Fuck. This isn't good. Dont panic, she needs you. 


"Mrs Waters," Dr Cohen continued, with a slight shake in his voice,"We have ruled out a brain tumor, based 
on the scans. But it is in my opinion, and that of my colleagues, that the symptoms you've described can be 


attributed to ALS. | am waiting for the results from one final test. It should be completed by early next week 


before | can officially confirm". 


Evelyn bolted out of her chair, and stood up suddenly, taking her husband by surprise. 


" No, you're wrong!" she protested. " l'm just under a lot of stress. | forget things every once in a while, but 


doesn't everyone? | don't think those are sufficient enough reasons to result in a terminal diagnosis!" 


"Mrs Waters, l'm sorry, | didn't meant to upset you". 


"Like hell you didn't!" Evelyn spat furiously. " Based on your so-called findings, you're saying lm going to 


become a vegetable, and die a slow death. How dare youl" 


Roger was repressing the sudden urge to vomit. He couldn't even defend Evelyn because his own emotions 


were in a tailspin The doctor basically delivered his wife her death sentence. 


Roger, let's go right now!" She grabbed her purse and stormed out of the office. 


Dr Cohen was silent, as the couple left the office. He knew she was in denial, and would let the results of the 


final test determine the course of treatment. 


Roger barely remembered the elevator ride to the parking garage floor. He tried desperately to take control of 


the situation. He was certainly not going to let his wife drive after receiving this news. 


He was uncharacteristically silent. This was one of the few times in his life where he was rendered speechless. 


" | know he's one of Richard's golf friends, but he doesn't know what he's talking about" Evelyn said, 
dismissively. " | can't believe Richard and Cheryl would subject me to that kind of treatment". 


Roger swallowed hard. He knew eventually, Evelyn would realize the diagnosis was legitimate. He also had to be 


honest, but tactful with his delivery. 


" Why aren't you saying anything?" Evelyn asked him. "Is it your ulcer acting up again?" 


Evelyn saw the pain in his face. It was now becoming clear that Roger had a valid reason to panic. 


"Darling, did you hear what the doctor said at all? | doubt that you did after all of the carrying on’. 


" Don't patronize me, Roger. | heard every word he said. And why do you always feel this need to take 


everything over in my life?" 


Roger's heart was breaking inside. He gladly would have traded his life with hers. Did she even know that? 


" Evelyn, it's only because | care. This is serious. We need to talk about our plan of action’. 


He didn't say anything more. Her beautiful brown eyes suddenly became vacant, and dull. 


She started to run towards the car, and Roger scooped her up in his arms, holding her tightly. She began 


throwing her open palms against his chest, and her cries were muffled as he restrained her. 


The last time | saw her react this way, was when we were in the South of France. Her father had just ded. David 
and Ginger were there too, as I recall. But Im not letting her leave me behind this time. 


" You can hit me all you like, I'm not going anywhere, and I'm not letting you go." 


Evelyn looked up at Roger, with fear in her eyes. She did not look much different from that day her life had 


changed back in |975. 


" | don't want to die, Roger" she pleaded. "Not like this. What about touring?" 


"Oh fuck touring! I'd give it all up to spend as much time as | can with you. | realized | was in love with you 
the day your father died all those years ago. | know that doesn't sounds quite right, but it clicked for me. And 


I'm not letting you leave me again". 


She cried helplessly, as he escorted her to the passenger side of the car. 


" Roger | love you, and | don't want to leave you. How are we going to tell our kids?" 


"Leave that to me. | don't want to put you through having to tell the story, over and over again’. 


Evelyn placed her hands on his face, gently. 


" How did | get so lucky to have a husband like you?" 


‘Only took four tries and three decades" he joked. 


They both began to laugh softly, and he kissed her, tenderly. A car honked its horn loudly. The driver 
extended her hand, making a thumbs up gesture. 


" You go, silver fox!" 


Evelyn broke from their kiss, and threw her head back, laughing quite loudly. 


" You make me do the craziest things in public, and I'll gladly do them again and again" Roger boasted to his 


wife." That's how much | love you". 


Chapter 6 


Chapter 6 


Tara tossed and turned the night before, dreading Seamus' upcoming visitation with his father. Although the 


restraining order prevented Mike from contacting her directly, she worried about his influence over their son. 


She also knew about the connections he still had with his former subordinates in the NYPD, and would not be 
above recruiting other individuals to do his dirty work. It seemed the longer the divorce proceedings went on, 


the more desperate and enraged he became. 


Maggie took on the role of intermediary custodian reluctantly. She never liked Mike from the beginning, and was 
the one family member that sided with Tara. Their mother and brother were still caught in his smokescreen 
of deception. She hated the very essence of his being, but put up with it to protect her older sister, and her 


nephew. 


For as long as she could remember, Maggie was always on the defensive. Being a lesbian in a traditional Irish 
Catholic family certainly strengthened her armor from outside attack. She also had her share of not so 
desirable romantic partners. But none quite like her soon to be ex brother-in-law. He was a whole other breed 


of abuser. 


One good thing about the court-ordered arrangement was that Maggie spent quality time with Seamus. He was 
funny like his grandfather was. He also had incredible insight for a nine year old. He didn't care that his Aunt 
Maggie liked women. In fact, he felt more comfortable talking to her about school crushes on girls than his 


own mother or father. 
Tara received the text that Maggie was outside. 


Seamus wasn't too sold on spending time with his dad, but knew the legal repercussions if he didn't go. He was, 


if anything, looking forward to his Dunkin’ Donuts ritual with his aunt. 
" Shay, Aunt Maggie is here. Make sure you bring your laptop home with you when you come back." 


" Don't worry Mom, | won't forget". 


Seamus grabbed his overnight bag, and headed towards the door. 


" | love you" Tara said, waving to him. 


As she did not have work until later that night, she was contemplating the best way to pass the time. Perhaps 
she could finally finish the dumpster fire that was “The Tiger King" on Netflix until she fell asleep. Even if she 
had friends, they couldn't go shopping or out to eat, as most of the stores were closed during the initial 
months of the pandemic. 


She also had no interest on pursuing online dating. She was shellshocked from her experience with a narcissistic 
spouse. Anything at this point could have been misconstrued as a red flag. And so, she felt it best to avoid 


single men at all costs. 


Tara laughed to herself as she thought about the incident at the coffee shop two weeks ago. Her former 
client's husband definitely was peculiar. And it wasn't just attributed to the fact that he was English. 


There was a certain mystique to him that she couldn't quite place. There was a deep pain seated within his 


soul, that went beyond the untimely loss of his wife. Almost as if it followed him from birth, and would not let 
go. 


Tara also noticed his diligence in all medical matters associated with his late wife. The daughter was involved 
too, but she didn't call the doctors out on their mistakes like Mr Waters did. They rolled their eyes every 
time he contacted their offices. They were hoping his occupation distracted him from challenging their methods 
of treatment. But to their chagrin, Roger decided not to go on tour, and instead, made his wife's medical care 


his full time job. 


Tara admired his tenacity. She saw how much he advocated for his wife. She wished there were more people 
like that in the world. She tended to see the selfish, self-absorbed side of humanity, and the horrible 
aftermath that resulted from it. 


She also was amazed she was still alive. Towards the end of her marriage, she wondered if Mike would finally 


lose it, and strangle her to death. Once she saw the blackness in his eyes, she knew it was time to get out. 


While the courts upheld their part to keep him away from her, it wasn't enough. She knew what he was 
capable of doing. 


She would try to rest before reporting for her shift, but knew the images of his face would haunt her, and 


keep her awake. 


Jack took a walk around the center of town to clear his head. He obtained the dog trainer position, and would 
start next week. But this upcoming Monday would be his online court hearing for the accident involving his 


mother's car. 


He was fully prepared to accept the consequences. He knew, in hindsight, his actions were reckless. But he didn't 
appreciate his father's hyper-focus on him. He wished the golf courses would reopen soon so that his dad 
would have something to do, other than sit in the house. 


Still though, this living arrangement was better than his mother's apartment. It was such a relief to only talk 


to her a few times a week He couldn't wait to make new friends so he could get his own place, away from her. 


He could not get Lindsey out of his head. He really fucked things up with her. And now she was happy with 


Todd. It drove him crazy, knowing he was ultimately responsible for their union. 


He wanted to talk to his dad about it, but was afraid he wouldn't be receptive. It was times like these he 


wished Evelyn was still around. She was always willing to listen, and gave him heartfelt advice. 


He looked into the window of the Italian restaurant. It was there where he first met her. His mother fussed 
with his tie so much, it felt like she was trying to choke him intentionally. She didn't do this to him when his 


father was married to Laurie. He wasn't sure why this time was different. 


Jack also remembered the grin on his father’s face, which was ear to ear. He escorted Jack to into the 


restaurant. 


He noticed a very attractive woman, closer to his dad's age, emerge from the ladies' room. She smiled. 


"You must be Jack, I've heard so much about you". 


"Yes ma'am". He extended his hand to shake hers. 


"l'm Evelyn. Very nice to meet you." 


She turned to Roger, and showed her dazzling smile again 


"He is the absolute spitting image of you" she said. "And charming too". 


The three took their seats. Jack did not feel awkward at all. In fact, he had never felt more welcomed. He could 


see why his father was so happy. 


"Is it OK if | take my tie off?" he asked them. "My mom did it a little too tightly". 


Just as Roger was about to give his young son a disapproving look, Evelyn consented to his request. 


" Of course. | don't see the harm in it, do you, Roger?" 


" Go on, it's alright". 


Jack had never seen his father so relaxed, let alone, so enamored with another woman as he was with Evelyn, 


Roger admired the diamond earrings she was wearing, and was proud of his selection of them as a gift to her. 


As Roger placed their order with the server, Evelyn leaned in to speak with Jack. 


"Here's a little secret, your father doesn't like wearing ties either". 


"Yeah | know!" Jack laughed." And you know what else he doesn't like?" 


" Cologne" Evelyn and Jack answered, simultaneously. 


Jack was already beginning to really like his father's new girlfriend. 


" My soap works just fine" Roger mused, placing his arm behind Evelyn, on the top of her chair. 


"You never seemed to mind". 


"| don't mind. | just find it funny that you order it all the way from England". 


" | don't like the soaps here, they're horrid” 


Roger poured another glass of wine, and raised his up for a toast. Evelyn nodded in Jack's direction, and 


encouraged him to raise his, full of Coca Cola. 


" To a wonderful Sunday dinner. May we have many more like these". 


Jack felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around, but no one was there. 


Lauren Hanson watched her little daughter napping on the sofa, tuckered out from mid-morning play. Bryce, 


her husband, was going out for a run. 


She missed her mother so much. There was a void inside that she felt could never be filled. Sure, she could 


always confide in Roger, but eventually, he would have to move on to a life without her mother. 


She also knew she needed to speak with Bryce. She didn't want to push him away, but he didn't understand. 
Both of his parents were very much alive. He was also an extremely supportive husband and father, and she 


did not want to sabotage their established family unit with her desire to withdraw. 


Evelyn mentioned a fact the night before Lauren's wedding that always lingered in her mind. Her father Paul 
had canceled the engagement two weeks before they were supposed to be married. She knew her parents 
reconciled shortly after, but thought it odd that her mother never spoke of it again. And Lauren certainly 
didn't think to inquire any further. 


The summer of 2012 was a monumental one. Not only was it their wedding that July, but Roger reentered her 
mother's life as well. And it was then that she discovered a whole side to her mother that was hidden away 


from everyone in her personal circle. 


Lauren did not put Evelyn on a pedestal as a perfect mother, by any means. She knew there were other men 
before her father. But Roger certainly bucked the trend for the type of person her mother would have 


normally been drawn to. 


For starters, their backgrounds were very different. Evelyn grew up in an upper class family in the Upper 
East Side of Manhattan. She could pick and choose a career, but didn't necessarily have to earn her living by 


doing such. Lauren never liked her maternal grandmother, and could see why her mother was always at odds 


with her. 


Roger, on the other hand, had a modest childhood. He had a school teacher for a mother, and an older brother. 
While they didn't go without, being a widow raising two young boys in Post-War England was not easy for 
Mary Waters. Cambridge was a far cry from the New York high society world that Evelyn was a part of. 
Roger also had earned his wealth by being a world-famous musician, and it would have made Lauren's 
grandmother disown her own daughter. Roger was also married to someone else when they met back in 1913. 


The discovery of their clandestine love affair would have jeopardized Evelyn's inheritance, and social standing at 


the time. 


He was also not overtly handsome, as her father Paul had been. His height and facial features seemed 
exaggerated at first, like a cartoonists rendering. But as time progressed, his charm and intelligent derneanor 


emerged. And then Evelyn's attraction to Roger made more logical sense to her. 


The truth of the matter, was that they complemented each other very well. Despite their affluence, they 
portrayed themselves as down to earth people. Evelyn encouraged Roger to be more spontaneous, and in turn, 


he brought out a feminine vulnerability in her. 


The news media, Roger's fans, and everyday people couldn't help but notice their dynamic presence as a power 
couple. The outpouring of sympathy following her mother's death was like nothing she had ever seen. In fact, 
Lauren had to remove herself from social media for at least two months, because they were painful, constant 


reminders of her loss. 


Zelda continued to sleep, unaware of the tears forming in her mother's eyes. Lauren was cheated out of 
Evelyn watching her granddaughter grow up. Her parents were good people, and she didn't understand why they 
both had to succumb to debilitating illnesses. 


Bryce walked through the foyer, attempting to catch his breath. He smiled at Lauren, warmly. 


"Are you hungry, babe?" he asked 


" No, I'm OK. | have a lot of paperwork to catch up on’. 


Lauren adjusted her glasses, and attempted to focus on the laptop screen. 


Bryce knew that she was using work as an excuse to not deal with the sadness of her mother's death. He 


didn't like to impose on her. He also didn't want her to become burned out. 


He also didn't tell Lauren about recent, recurring nightmares he still had after his two tours of duty in 
Afghanistan. He would still reach in the dark of the night, touching her hair. She wasn't alarmed, as he did this 
fairly often. But the dreams were getting worse. He didn't want to bring Lauren down with the burden of his 


mental well-being. 


He watched his daughter sleeping on the sofa. She kept him going, even through the deepest bouts of 
depression and hopelessness. He honestly didn't know what he would do without his family. 


Roger opened the email from his personal assistant. 


Subject: | Think You Should See This 


Hi Roger: 


| found this on Ginger Gilmour's Instagram pagel can ask her to take it down if it's too upsetting. Just let me 
know. Hope all is well. Peter. 


The photo was of Ginger, David, Roger, and Evelyn on the beach in San Tropez from 1915. The caption read " 
RIP Evelyn, Here's To When We Were Young and Happy". 


Despite the strains of the recording of " Wish You Were Here" back in London, and the sight of Syd (whom 
they all barely recognized), Roger was never happier than he was during their impromptu vacation All four 
were smiling away, basking in the sunshine, unaware that Evelyn would receive earth-shattering news about 
her father just hours later. 


It was that day that Roger realized he was madly in love with Evelyn. But David noticed this much earlier. He 
did not care for Judy, and his intuition told him this woman was different. She wasn't just some younger 
American girl he picked up in a bar. She was unfazed by his stardom, and quite frankly, could attract wealthier, 
more handsome men without even trying. 


He would catch Roger staring at her intently. And when asked about it, he would become uncharacteristically 
tongue-tied. 


Despite his dynamic work ethic, and comfortability of steering the helm of Pink Floyd's musical directions, 
Roger was very reserved and shy around women. It was as if everyone else read the manual, but he wasn't 


privy to receiving a copy. 


While they were often at odds creatively, David only wanted him to be happy. Was he a little too obstinate at 
times? Yes. But the band saw how damaged Roger was after Judy divorced him. He channeled his anger and 
frustration into their music. And although the results pleased the record execs, it was taking a toll on 


everyone involved. 


David was thrilled when Roger told him Evelyn was staying in Paris. He began devising a plan with Ginger. They 
were getting ready to tie the knot later that summer. They needed to distract Roger from work, and the 
perfect opportunity presented itself. His being smitten with a beautiful woman, and shagging the hell out of 
her, was especially encouraged by David. He was feeling overworked in the studio, and was desperate for a 
mental break. 


Roger always felt David and Ginger's courtship was very whirlwind, she even left her boyfriend at the time to 
go off with them on tour! It seemed the most reckless way to begin a romance, but Roger now finally 
understood that feeling of euphoria. Evelyn consumed his thoughts, day and night. He craved her warmth, both 
physically, and emotionally. Talking to her on the phone wasn't nearly enough. He needed to see her. 


It was the first time in his life that he had felt completely out of control, in terms of love. He believed fate 
happened for other people. He was much too rational, and possibly too jaded from the aftermath of divorce for 
that. But she awakened something in him, and tried as he might, he couldn't dismiss the strong urges he had 


to make her exclusively his. 


After she flew home to New York the next day, Roger was devastated. While he understood it was the wrong 


time to ask her to marry him, he knew that not asking would have been an even bigger regret. 


One day, the letters and phone calls from Evelyn stopped coming. 


As luck would have it, Roger would meet Carolyne Christie at a cocktail party not long after. They were 
married by the end of the year. 


He replied back to Peter, this time through text message. 


" She doesn't have to take it down. Actually, it was quite nice of her." 


Roger didn't even remember who snapped the photograph. Evelyn was laughing, as more than likely, Roger tried 
to tickle her while standing behind her. David carried Ginger piggyback style, and she was wearing a large sun 
hat. For those three days before Evelyn's father died, the four were inseparable. He even remembered 


thanking David for the suggestion. 


It was one of the happiest times of his life. 


